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	Chapter One – A Wet Afternoon at Work

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I was squirming in my seat, trying to shift myself. I was clammy and feeling uncomfortable. The meeting was almost over and I couldn’t wait to get out of there. I had something on my mind. Something that was always on my mind as it was almost impossible to forget. Something I always tried to forget when I had to be so grown up and businesslike, when I had to be a man. The closing statements were made. Yes! I started to get up to quickly excuse myself, trying to avoid the usual bullshit. Dave, my manager caught me before I could escape the meeting room though and asked me if I wanted to go out with the guys in a half an hour after work to get a drink. “Uh sorry Dave, I have plans tonight,” I gulped, squirming a little in the seat of my pants. Dave gave me a funny look and hit me in the arm playfully, “C’mon! You always have something to do Pete. What is it, your wife got you by the balls again? She got you in panties or something? Jeez. Guess we know who wears the pants in the family don’t we Petey-O?” He winked at me and hit me in the arm again, walking off. If Dave only knew…

	 

	I tried getting out of there walking my slow shuffle walk, well, actually the slow shuffle waddle, given that I couldn’t bring my thighs together very well. I hadn’t been able to do that in some time. This shuffle walk or waddle was the one I was getting very practiced in, the one that helped me to minimize the sound. That sound, that dead giveaway sound, that loud crinkling sound that said I was wearing diapers.

	 

	Diapers. No matter how long I had been wearing them for some reason it never seemed to get easier. I never seemed to get used to the fact that I both needed them now and, as shamed as I was to admit it, actually liked wearing them. Of course my wife Stephanie would have it no other way at this point. I mean, she was the one who encouraged me to take this road, this slippery road that rapidly had led to me being in diapers 24/7, forcing me to incontinence, and living the life of an adult baby at home. I had let her take more and more control in the relationship and now she called all the shots. Even if I wanted to be more “normal” and not wear diapers to work, Steph would never have let me. I didn’t really have a choice in the matter anymore.

	 

	And it was getting harder and harder to leave it all at home when I came to work. I was diapered every day at work. I had an incredibly more difficult time avoiding letting my co-workers and managers find out. I had to “be one of the guys”. It was hard. Most guys didn’t suck a pacifier to relieve their daily stress. Most guys didn’t get bossed around by their wife, who was also their “mommy”. Most guys didn’t sleep in a crib at night and get tucked in by their “mommy” at 6 o’clock every night. Most guys didn’t wear diapers 24/7 and use them for their intended purpose just like a true baby!

	 

	To top it all off, my secretary Brenda had known about my lifestyle for several months now. And she could tease me mercilessly about it and had enjoyed doing so ever since my last birthday “surprise” when Steph had invited her over to be one of the many women partaking in my unusual evening of humiliation (and delight, much to my embarrassment).

	 

	I tried to hurry as best I could down the hallway doing my shuffle walk, trying not to make extra noise. I cursed under my breath as I felt another small squirt go into my already soaked diapers. I didn’t always feel it coming anymore (the feeling of having to pee). The intense conditioning (or rather de-conditioning of my long held potty training) I had undergone at the hands of Dr Lainie a month or so back over the course of several days had really had a deep effect on me. The doctor had said that it only truly worked because deep down I had wanted it and this really shook me to my core. Part of me still fought to retain my manliness but most of me realized that was futile. So futile that I had given up on the most basic function of my adulthood, my continence. To top it off, I didn’t really have the same control over my bowels anymore either. I could hold it a little bit, but not nearly as long as I used to be able to. Thank God it was nearing closing time or I’d have something else to worry about I thought.

	 

	Stephanie and Dr Lainie had worked other conditionings in too. Deep conditionings towards baby talk with Steph, and shamefully, baby clothes. The only reason I could wear this suit was that I had a thin necklace on under my shirt, a necklace that somehow allowed me to feel ok in adult clothes. Without it, adult clothes would feel almost painful. Believe me I had tried. Tried to override it. I know it sounds like some strange science fiction stuff but it worked.

	 

	They had also increased my feelings of humiliation with the baby attire, simultaneous with a blissful feeling. So I felt almost in a constant state of both arousal and nervousness. Steph loved it. I was always on edge. The worst part though? Well, there were several worst parts… The first worst part was the food. I hadn’t really been able to eat full adult food in some time. They had taken that away from me. I could sometimes eat things off the kid menu at the restaurants but if I tried to eat a normal adult meal it didn’t go down so well. Yes, the food was one of the worst things about the conditioning process, but the absolute worst was that they had made it extremely hard for me to disobey Steph. Whenever I back-talked her or even thought about disobeying her, I felt internal discomfort and pain. So I felt her control over me grow deeper and deeper. However, the most bizarre thing about all of this was that somehow I was ok with it on some level. Or was I?

	 

	Anyway, I found myself waddling more than usual right now. I was worried about springing a leak. I had been slowly releasing into my diapers over the last hour of the meeting and had begun to worry that I wouldn’t make it through without some serious telltale marks on my backside if I didn’t get changed soon. Steph would be here in about 20 minutes to pick me up as it was the end of the day.

	 

	You’d think I could drive myself home, but no. Steph, after she had started dominating me and playing the baby games had taken my car and sold it. “To help pay for your diapers and other baby expenses! It’s expensive having a baby around you know Petey!” She had teased me. I couldn’t believe it. I hadn’t been behind the wheel of a car now for over 6 months! And to make it worse, “mommy” always made me sit in the back seat!

	 

	Anyway, I couldn’t think any more on that today. I had to get to my office. I was praying I wouldn’t leak on the way. Brenda looked up at me as I rounded the corner. “Hiya Petey.” (my own secretary and can’t even call me just Pete any more…) I handed her the notes from the meeting and told her to type them up for me. She gave me a grin that said she’d get to it when she felt like it. I couldn’t believe it. But I had no leverage with her anymore. And she held my secret over my head, taking more and more advantage of me. She grinned as she looked down my backside. “You’re looking a little saggy in the behind there Petey…” She giggled. “Your mommy just called and wanted you to know that the babysitter will be picking you up today. She said she was sorry but had to go out of town on business. She’ll call you later at the house.”

	 

	I stopped dead in my tracks. I was flush red first of all at the fact that Brenda, of all people, had just announced out loud to me that my “mommy” called, and secondly that a “babysitter” was picking me up. Forget about the diaper comment (I always got those now from her). I stammered, “bbb… babysitter?” as my face went deep red. Brenda was grinning from ear to ear. She loved to humiliate me now. Almost as much as Steph.

	 

	Brenda nodded. “You probably remember Caroline? She was at your birthday party awhile back. Remember she changed your dia…” I suddenly began to make waving motions for Brenda to be quiet. I was panicked and red in the face and couldn’t have anyone hearing this discussion. Damnit Stephanie! What were you up to? I told Brenda that I had some things to do before work ended and quickly went into my office and shut the door fast, before she could tease me any more. I heard her laughing on the other side of the door as I leaned against it trying to catch my breath. Great. Just great. Caroline?

	 

	Stephanie had threatened to hire a babysitter in the first few months but somehow it had just never happened. I remembered that Caroline had been talked about and I think I had just blocked it out of my memory. I couldn’t believe it. Caroline was wicked. If my wife was a dominatrix, then Caroline was the queen of doms. Wicked. Cruel. Nasty. My penis started to perk up and my balls shrank at the same time. Damnit! Caroline was also extremely hot but I think the nervousness of what she was capable of overrode any thoughts of kinky pleasures with this woman. I was in for a serious night of trouble. How long did Brenda say Steph was going for? Shit!

	 

	I picked up the phone and rang Steph. Steph answered. It sounded like she was driving. “Hi sweety! Did Brenda give you the message diddums?” I gulped. My voice started squeaking into something smaller, something more infantile. A horrible result of the conditioning work I had done with Dr Lainie last month. I couldn’t speak to St… uh… Mommy without bbb… bba… baby talk. Gulp. “Hi mommy. Bwenda tod me you wewent coming fwo me to-day… Pwease mommy pwease! I don’t wike Cawowine…” I felt utterly ridiculous talking baby talk but somehow the deep conditioning work Dr Lainie had done on me had really done the trick on my mental/vocal skills. The alternative was a deep pain that I got trying to be an adult with my wife… uh mommy (damn, it was like I couldn’t even think like an adult sometimes now when I talked to her!). Steph laughed, “Oh sweety, I just love it that you talk so cute like that. And I’m sorry honey that I can’t tuck you into your crib tonight and give you your booby time but I think it will be good for us to have a little away time this weekend. I have some business to take care of with Heinrich, that new client I told you about recently. Caroline will stay at our house with you. She’ll watch you, feed you, change you and make sure you get to bed on time. Don’t worry honey. She’s well trained and I know you’ll be just fine without me. Oh and by the way. Don’t even think about disobeying her. Or mommy will not be pleased. Understand diddums?”

	 

	I was burning red. I felt a little trickle leak into my diapers. I felt so infantile. Here Dave and the other guys from work were going out to have drinks and I was being taken home by a babysitter who would change my diapers and tuck me into my crib tonight at an early bedtime. And what was up with this Heinrich guy? Steph had told me about him before and her face had this strange glow when she talked about him to me. Was something going on with him? I couldn’t know. Suddenly my wet, full diapers felt more and more like a big plastic prison. My face got redder and redder. I wanted to have a big tantrum right then and there but the conditioning got a hold of me and I choked. I started sobbing instead. Crying, right into the phone.

	 

	Steph was laughing. It sounded like she dropped the phone. Finally she picked it up again and said, “Oh baby, its ok. I’ll call you over the weekend and we’ll have a little mommy / baby talk ok honey? (suddenly I heard Steph talking to someone and gasped) Shhh. Heinrich, stop that! Shhh! What’s that? Ok baby? You be good for Caroline. I’m going to be checking in with her so I’ll know. Goodnight honey.” Before I could say anything else, asking her about Heinrich, she hung up. I was screwed. It looked like I was in for a long weekend.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 – Caroline

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I was at my desk, feeling mighty uncomfortable in my wet diapers when I suddenly heard laughter outside my door. Shit. I knew that voice. That powerful and seductive voice that commanded attention. Caroline was here. I crept over to the door to listen. “Is he in there Brenda? Yes, oh my God, you should see him. He looks ridiculous. Ya, he’s going to need a change. I know. Yep. Oh my God. No, its amazing they don’t know. You’d think everyone would with how loud they sound.” It was muffled for a bit. Then I heard more. Caroline’s voice. “Yes, you wouldn’t believe what I have planned.”

	 

	Without warning, the door opened and I fell backward in shock right onto my soggy bottom. Then she was standing over me. Her powerful lithe young form that made me shiver with simultaneous excitement and fear. Caroline’s face looked down at me, beaming with mischievous delight and she started laughing at me. “Well well well. What do we have here? A naughty little eavesdropper? Naughty baby Petey. Tsk tsk tsk. No, don’t bother getting up right yet, it seems more appropriate for you to be crawling somehow…”

	 

	I was totally stunned by this twenty something beauty. Just her looks alone somehow put me in my place. Short, blonde hair cut very stylish, she wore tight designer jeans and a black low cut shirt, revealing her gorgeous pert breasts. She was toned, very athletic and carried an air of authority that demanded immediate attention. I felt my balls shrivel up to the size of tiny peas. My face flushed and I wanted to hide but there was nowhere to go. She grinned down at me as I started to stand up. She laughed and pushed me back onto my butt, causing my wetness to spread further, making me worry about springing a leak. The crinkling sound of my wet diapers didn’t escape her. “Oh God Brenda, I forgot how loud his diapers are,” she yelled through the door, giggling. “Caroline, shhh,” I stammered, “I can’t have other’s hearing about this kind of stuff.”

	 

	She gave me a dirty look and raised a hand towards me like she was going to slap me, causing me to flinch. “Careful how you talk around me mister potty pants. I’ll talk to you just as I want to.” She grabbed me by the collar and turned me around, slapping my bottom. “Whoa. How do you do it? Going so long like that? Does it feel good to pee yourself? Wearing diapers 24/7… I don’t know how Steph puts up with you. You look like your wearing a trash bag full of wet pillows in your pants,” she grinned as she leaned over and grabbed the front of my wet diapered crotch, causing my tiny penis to shoot up to attention. She didn’t fail to notice. “Aw, is widdle baby getting hard for Auntie Caroline? Does someone like being in diapers and having a bitch like me tease him about it? Huh baby?” I gulped, my eyes going back in my head as her touch began to arouse me. I gasped and almost cried out as she pulled away laughing evilly.

	 

	“Want a change baby boy?” she teased. I nodded my head. Yes, I definitely did need a change. It would be totally humiliating having her change me but I couldn’t stay in these wet diapers much longer! Caroline stood over me and gave me a seductive look that simultaneously made my penis want to explode with excitement and my face want to explode with shame. She then made an announcement to me that caused me to recoil in deep worry, “I don’t know baby boy. You know what? Those seem like pretty absorbent diapers so lets wait on that diaper change. Auntie doesn’t really like getting her pretty hands dirty with diaper changes so much ok sweetie? You might have a few more pee pees left in those diapers I think.”

	 

	I couldn’t believe it. Not that I exactly wanted her to change my diapers but I knew that she wouldn’t stand for me changing them and I didn’t know how much longer I could seriously go in these! I’d been wearing them all day. Thankfully they were maximum overnight protection. They were looking quite saggy though, and quite ballooned out. At least we were headed home so I managed to get up and start gathering my things, trying to ignore Caroline. She was hard to ignore though. She planted herself right into the chair and put her feet up on my desk.

	 

	“Is this where the big boy sits when he tries to pretend he’s an adult?” she teased with a bratty look in my direction. I fumbled with my things, still trying to ignore her. My cock couldn’t for some reason though. Why did this girl get me so hard? I had thoughts about her lying spread out on my desk. Yes, I was a man again. She was parting her legs for me. My cock wasn’t small anymore. It was big. Manly. I was thrusting into…

	 

	“Yo drool baby, lets go. I haven’t got all day,” Caroline said, waking me from one of my many “adult” dreams, which never seemed to manifest in real life. Remembering quickly who I was I wiped the drool off my chin and stood up with my briefcase and papers. Suddenly Dave stuck his head into my office, grinning at the sight of Caroline. “Oh, now I see why you’re not coming for drinks, you sly dog Pete.” He winked at me. “Anyway, offers still on. Maybe you can bring your friend.” Caroline suddenly lit up and stood, causing Dave’s jaw to drop upon sight of her gorgeous form. She strode over to him. “I’m Caroline,” she said, with one of her seductive looks. Dave introduced himself, in his smarmy way, eying her up and down like a hungry dog.

	 

	Dave was a total womanizer. Notorious. He wanted to eat Caroline up and she knew it. Caroline started flirting with him. I started shifting, my wet feeling suddenly extremely uncomfortable. “You and Pete huh? What do you see in this guy anyway?” Dave teased, winking at me and eying Caroline like a fox. Caroline broke into laughter, “Petey? Are you kidding me? No, I’m just friends with his wife Stephanie and I promised her I would take care of Petey while she was away this weekend. I’m staying over at their house for the next couple nights to keep Petey out of trouble.” I felt my face go completely red. Dave started laughing, “got yourself a babysitter huh ‘Petey’? Well I suppose you could have done worse… Well, hey, you both wanna come out to the bar with me and the guys?”

	 

	I started to shake my head no but Caroline grinned at me and said “sure Dave, we’d love to, wouldn’t we Petey? But just so you know… Petey has an early bedtime so we won’t be out late with you.” Dave started laughing again, “Uh sure. Ya don’t worry you two ‘lovers’ can get back to doing whatever you do after the drinks. Ok. We’ll be at Charlie’s Roadside Pub, you know where that is Petey?” Dave said with total sarcasm. I nodded nervously. I didn’t think this was such a good idea.

	 

	“I doubt Petey here knows where any bars are, given he usually just drinks juice and milk,” Caroline teased, “but we’ll find it. See you there!” Dave smiled, a seriously lecherous smile at Caroline and winked at me he left. I felt my bladder release a little and cursed. I needed a change if we were going out. I didn’t know if I could handle this. I actually hadn’t had a drink in something like 6 months or so and frankly could use one so who knew, maybe this could be a good idea?

	 

	I didn’t have long to think about it. Brenda came in giggling. “Are you seriously going to take him to the bar Caroline? You’re so naughty!” Caroline was laughing too, “ya, if I have to babysit this dweeb tonight and the rest of the weekend, I may as well have a few drinks first.” Brenda looked me up and down, “aw, big boss man. Finally gets to go out with the big boys. I would come to see this event for myself but I’ve got a date with a real man. One who wears boxers.” I flushed red at her comment. She looked at my pants. “Holy crap, give him a change Caroline. His pants are totally sagging. Just look at him. I’m surprised Dave didn’t notice.” Caroline grinned at me with a wicked smile, “Dave was too wrapped up in me! And about Petey’s change? No way. I’m going to seriously enjoy watching this little one’s discomfort as he sits at the bar in an obviously soaked diaper. I think it will be fun.” Brenda replied, “For you maybe! Damn girl you’re cruel. Ok well, til next week boss baby,” she winked at me, “Caroline,” she said and gave her a quick hug. Brenda looked over at me one more time and said, “you obey your Auntie Caroline, or your mommy will find out, ok Petey?” she said in a babyish tone, and they both started cracking up. Could my face get any redder?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 3 – The Bar

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The ride to the bar wasn’t very pleasant. Squirming in the backseat (yes, even Caroline knew to buckle me into the backseat like a kid) in my now very wet diapers and dreading a night of partying with the ‘real men’, I began to sweat uncomfortably. Caroline mostly ignored me and listened to her fast rock music. Her beauty was deadly, causing me to stiffen most of the time in her presence and yet simultaneously recoil in awe and fright at her power.

	 

	Whether it was all in my head or actually wired in on some deep level was hard to ascertain. But one thing I knew. I wasn’t going to give Caroline the satisfaction of knowing that I felt suddenly enslaved to her due to my wife’s request to obey her tonight. I was going to try to be as much of a man as I could. Have a drink. Try to ignore my soaking wet diaper.

	 

	We got to Charlie’s Roadside Pub and I looked out the window as Caroline parked. It was packed. Friday night. Of course. My stomach felt queasy and suddenly seized with mild panic. I actually longed suddenly for the quiet of my room, the comfort of my blankets and mommy, and my… my pacifier. I reached into my pocket to feel that it was still there. It was, its plastic comfort magically touching me, reassuring me.

	 

	Caroline had flipped off the music and come around to let me out. She grinned evilly down at me and leaned over to unbuckle me. “I want your absolute obedience in here baby. You disobey me and your night is going to get a whole lot worse. You think you’re uncomfortable now? Just you wait and try to push me! Ok honey?” she said finally with a teasing grin. I nodded glumly and got out of the car.

	 

	We began walking to the bar. Well actually, I waddled to the bar. My waddle walk was substantially increased now due to the weight of my obviously sagging diapers. I was grateful that at least Caroline had let me wear my jacket over my shirt, because it almost covered my backside. Almost. If you looked closely you would see that my butt was both huge and sagging. I jumped a little as I felt Caroline swat my thick butt and laugh. “This is going to be a blast Petey-O. How those diapers feel? Damn, they look soaked! Having trouble walking?” I endured more humiliating comments as we got to the door and then we went in.

	 

	The bar was loud with music and talking. Lots of Friday nighters out relieving the stress from the week. The guys saw us and called us over. I was glad they probably couldn’t tell how red my face was in this dim bar. The darkness would also help hide my pants I thought too. But it was hard for me to forget. Impossible really.

	 

	We sat on large stools at a table near the dance floor. Not exactly the place I would have picked, especially since I had my backside to the dancers but I tried not to worry. Dave looked over at me, “We ordered you both some drinks. Couple shots of whiskey. Glad to see you finally come out with us all Petey.” Charlie, Steve, and Frank all raised their glasses. Caroline didn’t miss a beat and took both the shots of whiskey, chinked glasses and then proceeded to drink them down one at a time, quickly. As she set them down on the table, she grinned over at Dave when he raised an eyebrow and said, “Don’t bother ordering Petey any more drinks unless it’s a Shirley Temple or a 7-Up. His poor stomach just can’t handle stuff like that!” I flushed red as the guys all started laughing. I felt a small trickle squirt into my now very soaked diapers and squirmed uncomfortably on my stool. I was suddenly realizing this night could turn out far worse than I had anticipated.

	 

	After introducing Caroline to the guys, Dave signaled the young, gorgeous bartender over and said, “Our little man here will have a Shirley Temple and we’ll all have another round of whiskeys and a pitcher of beer.” The waitress looked at me with a smirk and went off to run the order. I hoped to fade into the background at this point but it wasn’t to be. Charlie started right in on me, “So its Petey now? Jeez, Pete, you sure know how to pick em! Although Dave told me Caroline here is more playing the role of your babysitter this weekend?” The guys started laughing. I knew they were joking, just ribbing me, and didn’t really actually know that Caroline was my babysitter, but still it burned a little too close to home. I started to say something but then Caroline jumped in, “Ya, his wife is off on some business trip with some hot guy Heinrich. Poor Petey isn’t even in Heinrich’s league!” The guys started laughing again and then Frank chimed in, “Wow. And she leaves you with Caroline Petey? What, you guys into swinging now?” Caroline laughed, “No, I’ve been telling you. Petey and I aren’t game like that. Petey’s too small for me. I’m more into bulls.” The guys started cracking up again. This was starting to get even more uncomfortable.

	 

	Steve asked, “How would you know how big Petey is Caroline?” he winked at the guys laughing. Caroline kept her game and rolled with it, “because I saw it when I changed his diapers at his last birthday party. That’s where Steph thought to ask me to be his babysitter.” I went from red to purple at this point, and suddenly my bladder clenched and released, a small torrent coming out from fright. Caroline grinned at me at the guys started laughing hysterically at this point. Frank was in tears, “Oh my God, you’re too much Caroline! Bwa ha ha ha! Diapers Petey? What, your wife got you in Pampers or something? Oh Caroline, you’re too much!” As the laughter died down, I knew that they all thought it was a joke. They didn’t really know the truth, I kept telling myself. It was all a big joke. A guy’s joke. Except it wasn’t. And Caroline was loving every minute of it. Watching my discomfort and humiliation, she grinned at me with a devilish smile.

	 

	Thankfully the conversation shifted to other topics but all of the guys continued to flirt with Caroline. They quickly realized that regardless of the actual truth, that I was not a player in the game with Caroline so they all hung on her like dogs. Caroline was smart though, way out of their league. She toyed with them, enjoying her free drinks. Although it did seem like she slightly returned the flirting with Dave. I began to wonder where that was going, especially when I noticed her hand on his thigh and strange seductive looks shooting his way.

	 

	I began to get even more nervous when at six o’clock, I realized that everyone planned on having dinner at the bar. I had already drank 3 Shirley Temples at the insistence of Caroline and I was steadily leaking out of my penis. My diapers felt beyond soaked. I had hoped to be gone by then but it wasn’t to be. Caroline grinned at me as she ordered with the waitress, “the little one will have the kid’s mac and cheese. I’ll have the ribeye.” The waitress smirked at me again as all of the guys bust up into laughter at Caroline’s order. It was like I was the sudden laughter punching bag. And the guys were getting drunker. I was fast wanting to leave!

	 

	I endured several more comments from the guys about the food order. Then it got worse when Caroline tucked a napkin in to my shirt when the food came. “So you don’t get your shirt all messy Petey! Too bad we don’t have your plastic yellow bib with us!” They guys were rolling with laughter at this point. I pulled the napkin out of my shirt and crumpled it on the table. I couldn’t let her get me. Caroline didn’t think it was funny that I disobeyed her by taking out my “bib”. She gave me a look that meant I would pay for that. As much as I wanted on some level to obey her though, I realized I just couldn’t take it from the guys.

	 

	As I ate my mac and cheese and drank one more Shirley Temple, I kept telling myself that the guys still thought this was all a joke. Then Steve said, “how’s the kid’s mac and cheese Petey?” as he took a bite of his large, juicy burger. I ignored him to many more laughs. As pathetic as it was, I couldn’t believe that my little cock was hard underneath my diapers. Somehow over the last few months I had really gotten used to getting off on humiliation, as hard as it was and this evening I couldn’t seem to go down. Why was I such a freako? Whatever, I thought, I just wanted the evening to end soon.

	 

	By about seven O’clock I was definitely getting antsy to get out of there. My diapers had completely reached their limit. I was also tired, not used to staying up this late. Caroline got up to go to the bathroom, looking over at me grinning. She whispered in my ear, “I’m going to go to the bathroom now. Too bad you can’t. Those diapers must be feeling awfully uncomfortable right now huh baby boy?”

	 

	As soon as Caroline left the table Frank leaned over to me and asked, “that woman’s got you whipped Pete. I gotta say to you dude, get some nads. Grow some nuts. You outta be taking that chick home and fucking her silly!” Steve nodded, “Seriously. What kinda dick you got packing in those boxers of yours huh Pete? Is it as small as she says?” Dave chimed in, “No fellas, remember, he doesn’t wear boxers? His small guy is all safe and tucked away in his Pampers. Or do you wear Depends Petey?” They all started cracking up. I was fucked. I stammered out, “Cut it out guys, c’mon. Seriously. I know Caroline is a total bitch but whatever. She just likes to tease me.” I tried to recover face but the guys weren’t having it at this point. I had already lost any “man” status with them. Charlie goaded me, “Ooooh… Petey boy! Calling Caroline a bitch! Maybe we should tell her. Whattya think she’d do to him boys? Give him a spanking over his diapered ass?” I would have gotten up at that point but I saw Caroline come over, grinning. She knew the guys were ribbing me.

	 

	Charlie looked over at her and laughed, “The guys and I were betting on whether or not you would give Petey here a spanking over his diapered ass for calling you a bitch just now!” Dave gave Charlie a high five and the others chuckled. Caroline looked at me and raised an eyebrow, “Yes, definitely boys, but only after I wash out his mouth with soap. Then I’ll blister his butt raw. Even his diapers won’t be enough padding for the sore ass that I’ll give him!” Everyone was in hysterics at this point. Caroline gave me a serious look that meant that she wasn’t joking. She then gave Dave a high five. My face burning, I kept telling myself they all thought it was a funny joke, that they didn’t really know but at this point I wasn’t sure anymore.

	 

	Caroline stopped laughing and said, “well boys its been fun. Thanks for bringing us out. I paid for everything with Petey’s card so it’s on him tonight!” I gasped as I looked over at Caroline. She was holding my credit card. How did she get it? The guys were roaring at this point. And why was I so hard under my diapers? Listening to the guys laughter as I tried to calm my penis down was the strangest sensation I had ever felt. I didn’t have long to think on it. Caroline grinned at me as the guys started mock thanking me for drinks, “thanks Petey-O! Make sure you get to bed as soon as you get home! It’s probably past your bedtime!” and other similar comments. I was burning at having been made to pay for that night of humiliation but I was at least grateful to get out of there then. I tried to force my legs together as best I could as I walked out but my waddle was definitely strong and I couldn’t get my penis to go down for the life of me. I prayed the guys didn’t notice my walk or the enormous bulk of my behind as I left with Caroline.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 4 – Playtime

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The drive home was more of the same. Caroline was a serious pro at humiliating me. The worst part about it was that I was totally excited at this point. Caroline was a gorgeous girl and somehow, her manner and power were all too much for me. Combined with a very wet diaper (and yes, shamed as I was to admit it, wearing diapers didn’t just humiliate me, they truly turned me on), I was aroused beyond belief by the time we had reached my home. Hard to believe that even with all of the humiliation I had received that night, I would still be able to get excited? Well truthfully, I was more excited after leaving the bar! Even with the terror of what I would be facing with the guys on Monday morning, I was aching for some sort of relief and knew that Caroline would change me soon. I was actually beginning to crave the feeling of her hands on me during my anticipated diaper change. I know, I know. Pathetic that I could get so horny thinking about having my diapers changed but it was oftentimes the only time I got any action or sexual relief and I had come to long for my changes. That of course and the fact that I had been in these diapers now all day! Those Shirley Temples had done a number on me. I couldn’t even feel all the times I had let go at the bar, it was almost like a constant trickle now. I was pretty sure that I was about to spring a leak if I went much further. I was extremely grateful that Steph had put me in super absorbent overnight diapers that morning! I kept thinking about Caroline’s sexy hands on my penis as she changed my diapers. Then I wandered to her giving me a long slow blowjob, her lips…

	 

	“We’re here baby boy! I bet you’re glad to finally get home aren’t you Pamper pants? Hope you have a stocked bar, because I want another drink. You get to go beddy byes and Auntie Caroline is going to stay up and enjoy some good tv. You know what though? On second thought, it might be fun to tease you a little bit before bed. Yes, I think I’m going to enjoy this evening…” I started to worry as her laughter turned to a wicked cackle, almost like a witch. I felt my bladder release a little more in a slow trickle and gulped, watching the shadows fall on her cruel beauty.

	 

	Caroline grabbed a grocery bag and her overnight bag and we started walking towards the house. The waddle walk to the house was the worst of the day. I was grateful beyond belief that no one else was there to see it. I couldn’t even remotely bring my legs together. My diapers were sagging to what felt like my mid thighs and my pants were bulging out grotesquely. And I could smell myself at this point. It was pretty bad. Caroline didn’t fail to point it out as she unlocked the door, “That has got to be the fullest diaper I’ve ever seen Petey! And you were pretty full before we left for the bar! Tell you what. You’re going to have to earn your diaper change tonight. I want you on the floor crawling as soon as we’re in. And no more of this adult talk. Its baby talk with me from now on or you’ll get a punishment like you’ve never received before.”

	 

	I couldn’t help it. I didn’t want to risk wearing these diapers the rest of the night and knew Caroline would follow through with her promise. I fell to my hands and knees as soon as we were inside. Caroline was howling with laughter and locked the front door, flipping on the lights. “Off with your clothes. Everything except the diapers. Now!” I gulped. I didn’t want to take my clothes off, revealing my diapers. I hesitated. Damn. She was going to see. I grimaced. I couldn’t do it. Steph had put me in the most ridiculous plastic pants that morning. She had special ordered them from China. They had Disney princesses on them…. And they were candy pink. I couldn’t let Caroline see. I just couldn’t!

	 

	Caroline didn’t wait. She dropped her bags, came over to me and reached into my shirt, quickly undoing the necklace that Steph had put on me that morning. The necklace that allowed me to wear adult clothes without being in pain. “Didn’t think I knew about this did you baby boy?” she said with an evil grin. I looked at her in horror as she removed the clasp and took the necklace from me. I suddenly started to sweat and my clothes felt very itchy. I was starting to squirm uncomfortably. The pain was starting to shoot through me.

	 

	Caroline burst out laughing as I scrambled to remove my clothes as quickly as I could. The deep conditioning process that Dr. Lainie had worked me over with was bearing down on me now full tilt. I had to get out of these adult clothes and now! I fought myself, especially as I realized my pants were coming down. I could see the pink. The princesses. No. No. And then the sounds of intense laughter hit my ears. Suddenly I realized I was sitting there in just my diapers and the… the… the totally embarrassing plastic diaper pants.

	 

	Caroline obviously didn’t fail to notice as she twirled the necklace teasingly around her little finger. She was in hysterics. When she saw me finally in my totally infantile attire, she had burst into tears of laughter, “Oh. My. God. Disney plastic panties! Bwaahhhaaa haaahhaaa bwaaaa haaa haaaa!!!!!!!!! Holy shit, that’s priceless!” Before I could protest, her cell phone was out and she was snapping pictures of me! I tried to protest but there was nowhere I could go, nothing to cover myself up with. My face was burning. “Oh. My. God. Good thing I didn’t know about these panties at the bar or I would have humiliated you even worse! Imagine what Dave and the guys would have said if they saw these! Love the Snow White! Bwa haa haa haa!!!”

	 

	Caroline fell over on the couch laughing, tears streaming down her face. Finally she started calming down. “You know Petey, I’m not really into the idea of waiting on you. I think I’d rather have a baby slave. First go get your baby reins. The ones that I saw you wear on your last birthday. Then get your diapered ass back here. Oh. And don’t bother walking. I want to see Mister Pampers crawling on all fours. If you’re a good boy, or maybe I should say girl, with those panties you’re wearing, I’ll give you a diaper change later before bed! What are you waiting for? Get to it!” She snapped her fingers, not giving me any time to think. I started crawling as fast as I could, the bulk of my diapers continuing to force my thighs apart, making even crawling difficult at this point. The damp heat was starting to feel most uncomfortable and I knew I had to obey her if I wanted to get into a clean diaper that night.

	 

	I found my baby reins in my room. I gulped looking down at them. Steph hadn’t put me in them for a long time. They were ultra embarrassing, bright yellow leather with babyish symbols on them. I hated them but they also secretly excited me, as ashamed as I was to admit it. I started thinking about that diaper change, wondering if Caroline would maybe stroke me a little bit, with the lotion. Maybe I would even get a squirty? I started to think about Caroline’s breasts. And her… Her sweet sex. Her… “What’s taking you so long diaper boy? Get your ass in here!” I heard her yell from the living room. I took the reins, looking over at the changing table, hoping I would be on it soon, and scurried off, crawling as fast as I could back to the living room.

	 

	Caroline grinned down at me when I came back with the reins. I was made to sit there like a dog while she fastened them over my torso. It was utterly humiliating. “Here, I found these things too baby boy. First of all this.” I shuddered. No! Where did she find that! It was a sleeved long plastic bib/apron, with frills, colored yellow also, with baby print designs on it. My face burned bright red as Caroline giggled and made me put my arms through it, tying it tightly behind my back. “There! Baby can drool all he wants to now without getting any spittle on his hairless chest! And the final touch… Your binky!” I went from pale red to fire engine red in the face as my pacifier found its home for the first time that day. Not just any pacifier, but the adult sized one that Steph had designed for me. The one that said, “Mommy’s boy” on it. When I was finally in my getup, Caroline was almost in tears again laughing. More photos were taken while I sat there and sucked on my binky. It shames me to say it, but my cock, my little penis was still rock hard, maybe even harder at this point. I was thinking about this dominant girl changing my diapers and stroking me. Oh please, couldn’t it be soon?

	 

	“Go get me a drink now sissy boy. Now! You know what I like. Get going! And I want to see your diapered butt crawling!” Off I went, scurrying to the kitchen to fix Caroline a drink. I scurried into the kitchen and came up onto my knees to fix the drink for Caroline. I didn’t want to stand up for fear she might see me and I couldn’t risk sleeping that night in my soaked diapers. I was almost done fixing her drink when she called out “fix your self a drink baby boy. Use the prune juice I brought but water in down a bit because it’s really strong! Put it in one of your various baby bottles or sippy cups that I know you have laying around here!” Great. Grumbling under my pacifier, I found one of my sippy cups. Shoot, the only one I could find had more Disney princesses on it! But at least it wasn’t one of my baby bottles… I didn’t think I could stomach that. For some reason, the sippy cup made me feel more “big boy”, although that was a bit of a laugh given the characters on it. Cinderella looked back at me with her girl smile and I blushed. I poured the awful looking prune juice into the cup and then watered it down as much as I thought I’d be able to get away with.

	 

	Suddenly I panicked. I wasn’t sure exactly how to crawl with two drinks in my hands. I decided to “knee walk”, in other words to stand on my knees and walk across the floor like that. I must have looked totally ridiculous because Caroline burst into more laughter as soon as she saw me. I flushed red in the face and handed her drink to her. Then she made me “cheers” her. Great. Me with my prune juice, her with a whiskey! Not wanting to anger her, at her prompting, I pulled out my pacifier and tipped back the sippy cup. I’m not really into prune juice and I made a slight face. “Keep drinking baby boy until it’s all gone. Then get yourself another one. If you finish it all like a good baby, I’ll give you a little dessert ok sweetums?” she said with a slightly seductive sneer. I leapt at the thought, wondering if she might give me something really nice. What I really wanted was a “rubby dubby squirty” (as Steph called them) during my diaper change, but I dared not express that.

	 

	Three drinks later (yes, I fixed them all, and my stomach was starting to feel a little funny), Caroline was looking very relaxed, and slightly giddy on the couch. I was feeling quite uncomfortable at this point and I knew that my next number 2 would be coming soon, whether I liked it or not. I had just peed myself and finally I thought I could feel a leak spring at the leg bands of my plastic panties. I didn’t want Caroline to know so I sat as still as I could and tried not to let her see that I was completely saturated. I was squirming now and praying that my change would come soon.

	 

	“Ok baby, we need to address your misbehavior earlier. You took out your napkin bib without permission and even worse, you called me ‘bitch’ earlier, and behind my back at that. Oh no… I didn’t forget. Ha ha ha! I know I am a bitch but baby shouldn’t use words like that. Just consider yourself lucky you didn’t call me bitch to my face or you would have had the worst slapping of your life, and in front of the guys. In fact, I probably would have taken down your pants right then and spanked you on your diapered ass right in full view of the guys and everyone else in the bar! How would that have been baby boy? Anyway, its time for your punishment! Go get the hand soap in the bathroom right now. Do it quick or there’ll be no dessert for you. Hurry!” Oh no. Damn! Dessert? I crawled quickly to the bathroom and grabbed the bar of soap. Dreading this I crawled back to Caroline. Sometimes Steph made me do this and I absolutely hated it. But I wanted to get changed. A changing just had to be my dessert. It had to be! Please! I wanted out of this diaper so badly right now!

	 

	I sat in front of Caroline like a puppy dog, holding my bar of soap up to her. I looked totally ridiculous in my bib shirt, my reins, and my utterly soaked diapers with princess pants. She took another picture of me and emailed it to Steph. I cringed. “Open your mouth baby boy.” I gulped and opened. I hoped it was over quick. She made me wait a minute while she gloated, “When it goes in, I want you to bite down hard and close your lips over it. You can suck on that soap for the next 15 minutes while I watch some tv. Then you can have dessert. Know what’s on the menu baby?” I looked up, hoping she would tell me that dessert would be a diaper change. But no. I got the shock of my life. Caroline announced my dessert, “My feet. You get to clean them with your very clean mouth after we’ve washed it with this soap!”

	 

	Her socked foot came up to my nose and I got a whiff. They were filthy and stinky! She started laughing hysterically. My mouth opened wider in stunned amazement and before I could protest she stuffed the soap in. I gagged immediately and she took my chin and clamped my mouth shut onto the horrible tasting soap. Tears came to my eyes and she made me bend down at her feet while I sucked on the soap. Then she put her feet on my back while I crouched there. I was being made to be her foot-stool! “You can contemplate what’s going next in your mouth while you suck on that soap baby. Now be quiet while I watch some tv.”

	 

	Her feet dug into my back as I bent over in a crouched position. I felt my bladder release again. Utterly humiliated, my stomach started grumbling even worse. I knew I would have to go number 2 soon and was dreading it. The soap didn’t help matters. First the prunes and now the soap! I couldn’t help swallowing some of it and it was horrible. Caroline began to laugh at a sitcom that was on tv. She started ignoring me as she got into the movie.

	 

	I’m pretty sure I was there longer than 15 minutes because she made it through a whole half hour show. By then I was squirming. I could feel pressure building in my bowels. I was surprised actually that I had gotten that far without letting myself go. When she was done with the show, she ordered me to go fix her another drink and to “have another one myself to wash the soap down.” I gasped for air as she took out the soap and placed it on the table next to her. “Hope you’ve learned your lesson. But just in case, I’ll be spanking you later too. Go get our drinks.”

	 

	I crawled quickly to fix more drinks, my face contorted at the awful taste filling my mouth. When I got back to the couch I was forced to down another prune juice from my sippy cup. I was really feeling not so hot now and my stomach was really complaining. I was getting seriously worried about doing a … doing a… a ‘stinky’. Doing a ‘stinky’ (as my wife/mommy Steph called them) in front of Caroline. I didn’t know if I could do it.

	 

	I didn’t have long to think though as the next thing I knew, Caroline’s socked foot was in my face. “Give me a footrub baby boy. Take off the socks and start by rubbing, nice and slowly.” I gulped. I knew what was coming. Caroline was a dominatrix and she was going to really get me tonight. I took off her socks and caught a deep whiff. Her feet stank pretty bad. Beautiful, I admit, but stinky. Ashamed, I realized that I was rock hard under my soaked diapers. This was turning me on! Burning with humiliation at the thought I started to rub her stinky feet.

	 

	Then it got worse. “They’re too dry baby boy. They need some attention from your tongue and mouth. Good thing you cleaned that filthy mouth of yours. Nothing should touch these feet but a nice and clean mouth!” Smirking she pointed at her feet, signaling me to begin licking them. I gulped. Steph had wanted me to try this kind of thing but we hadn’t really gone there. I wasn’t sure what to expect. My cock was betraying me though. Caroline was so beautiful. Even if I just got to lick her feet, it was something…

	 

	They tasted… they tasted… well, pretty awful really. They tasted like you would imagine dirty feet to taste like! I gagged at first but quickly silenced my sounds of complaint at one sign of her raised brow, as I didn’t want to bring down Caroline’s wrath. “That’s it. They need a good cleaning. Clean them up for me baby boy. Enjoy your dessert. If you do a good job, maybe I’ll change your diapers. Maybe…” Oh crap. I definitely wanted that diaper change! I began to lap at her feet. I sucked it up and … well sucked! I took her feet all the way into my mouth and began to clean them. I didn’t hold back. I wanted my diapers changed so badly, I was even willing to clean up her feet with my tongue.

	 

	It got better. My tongue was feeling raw and stung but the taste got better the more I cleaned them. “All the way clean bitch boy!” she commanded, “I don’t want to smell even the slightest scent of dirt on them. If I do, no changey wangey for baby!” Frantically I tried to clean them up. I took her heel in my mouth, the sole, the toes, sucking desperately for all I was worth. Licking up and down, I tried to get all of the gunk and stinky flavor off of her feet.

	 

	Finally I collapsed. I couldn’t do it anymore. I think they were clean but I wasn’t sure. They had been pretty filthy. My mouth was raw. My hips, cock and butt felt shrunken and wet in my now very dirty wet diaper. I was exhausted. I just wanted a change. And my bowels were complaining now. I tried to hold it in but I could feel the battle of holding it would be lost quickly.

	 

	Caroline took her foot to her nose. “Hmmm. Smells like you need a little work on your foot cleaning skills baby. Tell you what. I’ll change you but first it looks like you need to do some business… Some doggy business! Get up and start crawling. Now! Let’s go.” She plopped the pacifier into my mouth before I could say anything and I started sucking on it like an obedient slave. Gulp.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 5 – Baby’s “Walk”

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Caroline grabbed my baby reins from behind me and walked me like a dog down the hall towards what I hoped would be my room and the changing pad. Although I could feel the intensely building pressure in my bowels and wondered if I should let go now. I knew in any event I wouldn’t have a choice soon enough. “Heel!” she commanded and pulled sharply when I went too fast. I winced, pulling back in slight pain as she yanked my “leash”. She laughed as she started and stopped me, slowly training me like her dog. “That’s it boy. Ok, go!” I went, crawling, the loud sound of my diapers crinkling loudly in the hallway. “Heel!” I came to a quick halt. “Sit boy!” I sat. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. “Good boy!” She said, to my humiliation.

	 

	“Lets take you out for your evening poopy ok boy? I can see by the look on your face that the prune juice has done its magic.” I gulped. Damn. She knew. It truly must have been all over my face. I had been trying to hide it, even overcome it but I did feel it coming. More than felt it. I could actually barely contain it now. Caroline turned at my bedroom and instead of going in, we went down the hall to the back door. No! I didn’t want to go outside like this! What if the neighbors saw me? I mean, it was dark but still…

	 

	The next thing I knew we were outside. I was crawling on the grass in my obscenely large diapers, humiliating plastic panties, and bib shirt, held close by my leash, my reins. “Ok baby boy. You can do your poopy here. This looks good!” I looked at her with slight puzzlement. I mean… Did she want me to?... “In your diapers dumb ass,” she smirked. I grimaced. Damn.

	 

	I was both grateful and fearful with shame. I hated doing this in front of others, especially like this. But I didn’t have much of a choice now. It was coming. I couldn’t stop it. Like a huge dam bursting. I leaned back. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I couldn’t hold. It was coming. I felt a fart release something and I gasped, feeling something expanding in the seat of my diapers.

	 

	My face turned bright red as I stared into Caroline’s eyes. I almost started crying. Here it came. It was a big one. I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe I was pooping myself in front of this gorgeous early 20 something girl. My gulp… babysitter! Pooping into diapers! Dirty diapers that I had worn all day long! My backside opened up. The seat of my diapers started crinkling. Then it really started coming. My face was burning hot with embarrassment as I felt that now familiar feeling of an explosive expansion and the smell of shame. Yes I smelled it. Unmistakable. Oh no. I shuddered as my diapers completely filled. A loud crinkling sound resounded throughout the backyard as I farted and blew the rest of the massive load into the seat of my diapers.

	 

	Tears were streaming down my face as I turned from Caroline. She took my chin and forced me to look again into her gleaming devious eyes. “Feel better baby?” Before I could respond, she reached down and felt the front of my diapers. “Just as I suspected. You are one perverted baby.” Damn! My cock had betrayed me! I had been totally hard while I pooped myself! The humiliation had aroused me too greatly! I hung my head in shame, smelling my stink.

	 

	Caroline looked at me and smiled. “Feel better baby boy? Wonder what the guys at the office would say about you now! Mr Petey Poopy Pants! Lets practice your doggy skills some more baby! Sit!” Oh no. Not another dog command. And not that one! Not now! She started to raise her brow and out of fear I sat. Right into… Oh man. It smeared all over the inside seat of my diapers and made a huge mess. It smelled worse now and I tried to fight back the tears of embarrassment. “Good boy!” She clapped her hands, “such a good doggy baby!” She made baby/animal talk at me causing me to go even redder in the face. “Ooooh. Damn, baby! That was a stinky one! Better get you inside. Lets see about cleaning you up! C’mon!”

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 6 – A Not So Nice Change

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I started crawling to go back inside and Caroline again picked up the slack in my baby rein leash. If my diapers felt bad and uncomfortable before, at this point they felt absolutely wretched. And they stank. Bad. I couldn’t get my face to stop burning bright red. With every movement of my legs as I crawled, I felt the mess get messier. My diapers were sagging beyond anything I think I had experienced before. I was grateful to get inside and praying dearly that we would head right to my changing pad.

	 

	She didn’t disappoint. Caroline led me straight into my room and I started to get excited when I saw my changing table. I wanted out of these diapers so badly! “Ok baby boy, up on the changing table. Lets go!” Caroline commanded. I got up onto the table, my diapers feeling like they would have fallen off if not for my now very wet plastic pants. I lay back, finally anticipating some relief. What a day it had been. I didn’t even mind that Caroline used the bondage straps to secure my arms to the table. Oh I couldn’t wait to get changed!

	 

	Then I got the shock of my life. I should have expected something like this with Caroline, the devious dominatrix. “Ok baby. Now that you’re all nice and secure, its time for your spanking! You know something? I don’t really like changing diapers that much. I mean, I know how and all. After all I have changed your diapers in the past if you remember. However, I think I really want to teach you a lesson about that name you called me earlier. A lesson for not wearing your napkin bib like a proper baby. And you know what? I don’t think the soap was punishment enough. So I don’t think I will be changing your diapers after all. I think you’re going to sleep in these extremely dirty diapers tonight!” She laughed out loud in an almost maniacal way. She sounded like an evil queen from some cartoon kids movie. I started to cry out. I spat out the pacifier. “No please, Caroline. Please, I’ll be good. I promise! Please! Please just change my diapers! Please!” I begged her. Pleaded with her. Tears were streaming down my face.

	 

	Caroline just laughed at my pleas. “Tsk tsk. You didn’t use baby talk! Anyway, regardless, I love listening to you beg Petey. But the answer is… No. You will wear your poopy diapers tonight. Maybe after you get a good case of diaper rash, you’ll learn that I am to be obeyed in all matters as your babysitter and that you will treat me with the utmost respect.” She winked at me, grinning an evil grin. Before I could complain any further my ankles were yanked off the table. She held them tightly in a firm grip. I saw that she had the wooden spoon in her hand. Well, at least I had diapers on. How much could a spanking hurt?

	 

	I should have known better. Getting a spanking in a poopy diaper is NOT fun! I lost count how many times she whacked my butt. At first it was fine, if you consider getting the mess in the seat of your pants (excuse me, your diapers) spread out and beat into your sore skin. The extreme wetness of my soaked diapers also made it so the spanking actually started to hurt worse after a while. Soon I was crying out in pain. Caroline was laughing with glee. “Please, Caroline, stop!” I begged, tears streaming down my cheeks. She took one feel of the front of my diapers and my embarrassing erection just made her laugh more. “Ya right baby boy. I think those tears of yours are fake. You love this kind of treatment don’t you?” I shook my head no. “Admit it! Admit you love being humiliated! What kind of man lets women abuse him like this? You could walk out any time yet you choose to stay. You choose to stay in diapers! Go on. Tell me you love it. Tell me and I’ll stop.”

	 

	Totally defeated I cried out, “I love it!” “What do you love you sissy baby? Huh?” Caroline teased. “I love being in diapers. I love being humiliated,” I cried out, confessing, my face burning with shame. She laughed and let me down with a plop, my diapers nearly destroyed from a very used day. I lay there exhausted, smelling my own stink.

	 

	The phone rang. Caroline picked it up. “Oh hi Steph! How’s it going? Really? Oh my God… Ya, he’s fine… You should see him… Yep… Ya, you wouldn’t believe all we’ve done tonight… No, he’s still up… Ya, I know it’s past his bedtime… I’ll make sure he sleeps in tomorrow to get his rest… Yes, he was pretty naughty… What’s that? Sure… Ok, I’ll put you on speaker phone.”

	 

	I cringed. Caroline set the phone down after pushing the speaker button and I heard Steph’s voice come out of the phone. “Hi honey! Caroline tells me you’ve been bad today. What’s going on? Why’s my baby being naughty?” I started to stammer out, suddenly finding my adult words disappearing due to my strange conditioning around my… my mommy. “Mommy, Cawowine… shhee… sheee… she was mean to me today! She make me go to the bar with the big boys and t… teased me. She make me drink prunes and act like doggy. She make me poopy in my diapeys. Mommy, she won’t change me! I’m all dirty!” I heard my mommy’s stern voice on the other end, “And what did you do to Caroline that she’s punishing you for?” I started to stammer, “its not fair mommy, she… she…” “What did you do?” mommy demanded. “I took out my bib at the table and… and… called her bitch, mommy!” I cried out, “but she… but she…” Mommy stopped me in mid-sentence. “I told you to obey Caroline and that includes being respectful. You know better than to use talk like that. You’re just a baby! I trust Caroline to administer the appropriate punishment. What do you think Caroline?” Caroline grinned down at my horror filled face and spoke, “I think he should spend the night in his dirty diapers. Maybe some diaper rash will improve his speech and attitude tomorrow.” “Sounds great to me Caroline. Just make sure you close his door so you don’t have to smell it. Aw, sounds like you both are having such a sweet time! (giggle) Stop it Heinrich! (giggle) I told you… Stop it! (giggle)” Caroline lit up, smiling, “Sounds like you’re having a nice time too!” I went dark red in the face as I listened to my wife’s giggling on the other line. I heard a man’s voice. Damn! What was going on?

	 

	My wife spoke again, “Well, you get some good rest tonight sweetums! Caroline has a nice surprise for you tomorrow! I can’t wait to hear how it goes. You be good to her and maybe you’ll get your diapers changed tomorrow ok honey?” Laughter on the other end. A man’s laughter. What was going on? Steph giggled, “Ok honey, mommy loves you. Have good sleeps. Hope your rash doesn’t get too bad and that you’ll be able to sleep! Oh Caroline, I almost forgot. You may want to make him have his squirties tonight before he sleeps. He hates having squirties in dirty diapers! Especially if he has to be in them for any length of time after, as his libido gets wrecked and his diapers don’t feel so good anymore. Just thought I’d throw out that idea if you wanted to increase his punishment. Take some more photos so I can see him!” Caroline was grinning from ear to ear, “excellent idea Steph!”, she giggled, “this baby boy is going to get the biggest attitude adjustment of his life tonight! Have a great evening Steph. Talk tomorrow!” They both laughed and said goodbye. I could hear a man laughing in the background loudly as they hung up. My face had gone from red to pale white.

	 

	“Thought you could get out of it didn’t you sissy boy? Well think again. Someone’s going to have a squirty in their dirty diaper tonight and then they’re going to sleep in that very, very messy diaper!” I started to squirm, to fight against my bonds. It was no use. Caroline took my legs one at a time and secured my ankles to the bottom of the table. I tried to fight more but Caroline won. I was fully secured to the table in my very dirty diapers.

	 

	“Pee yew. Jeez, I should get some air freshener! You stink baby!” Caroline laughed. Then I saw her take my pacifier and tie a ribbon through it. She plunked the pacifier into my mouth and then tied the ribbon around my head so I couldn’t spit it out. “I don’t want to hear from you now baby boy. You just enjoy your squirty ok diddums?” She teased, talking baby talk to me. I shuddered as I felt her hand go to my diapered crotch. “Its hard to find your penis in here, its so tiny!” she laughed. I burned bright red in the face. “And of course you’ve really made a mess of these diapers. They’re like twice the size with all your pee pee!” Nevertheless she somehow managed to find a way to get to my tiny erect penis through all the wet soggy layers and soon I was moaning into my pacifier gag.

	 

	I thought back to how I had wanted this earlier. I thought to myself, yes, I had wanted it but not like this! The stink of my poopy diapers hit my nostrils and I felt like a two year old. This hot blonde babysitter stroking me. A babysitter almost half my age. I gasped into my pacifier, sucking it fiercely, trying to comfort myself, feeling mixed emotions of excitement and humiliation burn through me. I was so hard. Caroline was smiling, watching my inner conflict, knowing she was destroying me with her torment.

	 

	“Does baby like his stinky diapers? Does he like making messes like a baby? Yes he does! Goo goo gaga baby boy! I think someone likes being in poopy diapers! No? Why are you shaking your head no baby boy? You could have fooled me! If you don’t like being in poopy diapers why is your widdle pee pee so hard? Ha ha ha!!!” Caroline continued stroking me like a master. I cried out just when I thought she was going to take me there and then like an evil villain, she pulled away, cackling with laughter. I humped my diapers in frustration, not finding purchase, my face feeling like it was going to explode.

	 

	She started up again. Building me slowly. Conditioning me. “Yes, I think baby does like squirties in his poopy diapers! I don’t think Steph was right. I think he really does like making a squirty mess into his di dis. That’s it baby! Keep making that baby face. You looked so cute earlier on your baby reins. That must have been so humiliating baby, getting walked like a little doggy! Being made to go poo poos outside in your diapers! And not even getting changed! Aw poor baby! Oh my! Baby is still really hard. Yes, I think he likes this!”

	 

	She started to increase the intensity. Maybe this time she would let me… No! She pulled off again, laughing wickedly. I humped my diapers again, making myself look ridiculous. “You look so funny when you hump your diapers like that baby! I think I’ll get a picture next time. So ridiculous!” She traced her long nails across the front plastic of my diaper pants, causing me to shake and shiver with anticipation. With longing. Oh, how I suddenly really did want to cum!

	 

	She continued her stroking and began to tease me again with her humiliating words. I couldn’t believe how masterful her touch was. I began to hump her hand through my dirty diapers as I listened, even though her words burned me, “Yes, the guys sure had a good laugh tonight. Think they really knew I was telling the truth? Maybe I’ll have to tell Brenda to let them in on the secret, that what I told them tonight wasn’t just having fun with you. That it was true. Huh baby boy? How would you feel if all the real men in your office knew you really did wear diapers for underwear, 24/7? That you peed and pooped yourself daily! That you slept in a crib and had to have a babysitter! A babysitter for when your wife is out with…” She started cracking up, laughing, pulling off of me, causing me to hump the air through my diapers yet once again. She burst into a total fit of laughter. I couldn’t believe that I was listening to her humiliate me like this and all I wanted at this point was to cum! And what was that she was going to say about my wife? Did it have something to do with that man Heinrich? Was my wife…? I couldn’t let myself think it. All I wanted was to have my squirty…

	 

	Caroline resumed her deadly stroking. My diapers felt like mush now and my dick was getting almost sore through the dampness. I kept pushing against her hand anyway. If I just kept going, maybe I could release, just a little more… “Yes, that’s it baby… Hump your diaper wiapers… Good baby! Ah yes baby! Your wife. Who could blame her? Getting with Heinrich and all… I mean, what kind of woman wants to sleep with a man who wears diapers and Disney plastic panties?” I turned even redder in the face. It was true. We hadn’t had sex since I’d been in diapers. But… Caroline continued, “Who can blame her really? But I’m sure Heinrich doesn’t wear diapers, or Disney panties for that matter. I wonder if he’s a boxers or briefs kind of man? Yes, definitely not a diaper kind of man, excuse me boy, I meant! Only little boys wear diapers don’t they Petey?” I was frothing at the mouth. I couldn’t believe I was hearing this. Would Steph…? Heinrich? I had to have a squirty so bad! The stink of my diapers burned into my nostrils and my cock was throbbing. I humped my diapers for all I was worth.

	 

	Caroline laughed. “That’s it baby. Here. Let me set my cell phone over here. I’ll set it on video mode. Hang on. Ok. It’s on now. Now lets show your mommy and Heinrich how baby Petey humps his diapers!” Caroline began to uncuff me and I got a puzzled look on my face but then I realized what she was doing. She turned me over on the table and faced me down, re-securing the straps forcing me face down. She went to get a pillow out of my crib and lifting my hips, placed it under me. I had never been this embarrassed. And the cell phone was still shooting video. I couldn’t believe it. But I had to cum now. I had to. I didn’t care anymore.

	 

	“That’s it baby, go on and make some squirties in those diapers. Do it for all of us, now!” I started humping the pillow through my extremely dirty diapers, thrusting my hips back and forth. I must have looked ridiculous being strapped to a diaper changing table, with a pacifier gag, yellow sleeved plastic bib/shirt, and humping a pillow through my very messy diapers! Caroline put her hand on my butt, forcing me into the pillow with each thrust and causing my mess to spread further.

	 

	I sucked fiercely on my pacifier, grunting into the plastic as I bit it, my face burning with deep humiliation. Yes. I loved this. I loved humping diapers. I grunted. Harder and harder. Caroline was in hysterics. “Oh my God. This is classic. So damn funny!”

	 

	Strangely, her words now turned me on more and I thrust harder. Harder. I could do it. I knew I could. The diapers were so full. So damn messy. So stinky. I was such a sissy. Such a sissy. I looked over at my crib. Smelled the babyish smells of my room. My stinky diapers. I was going to cum. I was going to … As my eyes rolled back and I squealed out like a total girl into my pacifier, it all came out of me, bursting like a tiny river into the folds of my thick diapers. And then… All of a sudden I heard Steph’s voice and heard her laughter. I heard the man’s laughter. What? It was too late. I was already cumming. My body was shaking with orgasm. A huge sissy orgasm. And all I could hear was the laughter. Caroline smacked my diapered seat and I finished cumming, letting the last bit go, squealing. The front of my diapers were now not only totally wet but also sticky with my release and I collapsed, suddenly realizing what was going on.

	 

	“Mommy and Heinrich are on Facetime sweety! And you thought I was just shooting a video!” I could hear hysterical laughter on the other end of the phone. I had just cum. Cum into a poopy diaper. Suddenly the diapers were really NOT feeling so good and I started to struggle, trying to break free. “See Caroline? I told you he didn’t like it so much. Sure, he likes the build up, but after the release, the humiliation hits him full on. Just look at him now! Look at him struggle and fight with his situation. God, I’m glad I don’t have to smell those diapers!” Steph’s words cut into me and I cried out, pulling on my bonds, trying to escape, somehow, anyway. It was no use. Caroline continued to rub the seat of my diapers, making me really feel my full mess. My face was burning hot but now my tiny penis was no longer hard. I felt both my penis and balls shrivel up, almost disappearing. I wanted out of there suddenly.

	 

	Caroline spoke up, “I’ve got a really good idea Steph. I think I will change Petey. Wanna watch?” Steph laughed through the phone, “Oh sure, why not, the nights still young for us. Get me another drink will you sweety?” Sweety? Who was she calling sweety? What was going on? This was getting crazy! But was Caroline serious about my change? Would she really change me?

	 

	Caroline unstrapped me, turning me over and throwing my pillow back into my crib. Being eager for a change, I complied and turned over with her. I was a bit dismayed though to have my arms re-secured. I also felt extremely self-conscious getting changed in front of my wife’s l… lov… gulp. I couldn’t even think it… Heinrich. Heinrich was watching me get changed. Damn!

	 

	But a change it wasn’t. I should have known better. I really should have. Caroline did pull down my very wet plastic panties. My diaper was a total mess. “I’ve never seen a diaper this messy in all my years Petey! And I used to have a babysitting job when I was a teenager. Yep, I think you take the cake for the dirtiest diaper ever.” I was still hopeful at this point but then started to wonder when she began to cut holes and lines in the bottom and seat of my diapers with a tiny knife, just like Steph did when she occasionally double diapered me for punishment. Oh no. No. I suddenly realized what was going on. No!

	 

	Caroline saw the look on my face and giggled with glee. “I told you I’d change you Petey! I just didn’t say that I would take off your dirty diaper!” Laughing a maniacal cackle, she unfolded a new extra large disposable diaper and lifted me up by the ankles. My dirty diapers weren’t coming off! She set me down on the fresh diaper and to my utter horror, the new clean diaper was pulled up and taped over the old dirty diaper! I began to cry out, tears starting to stream down my face as Caroline gleefully taped up my new diaper around the old one. “You know what Petey? Since you are so dirty, maybe we should put you in three diapers!” No way. No way!

	 

	Sure enough. Steph cut the crotch of the second diaper and on went a third. By the time the third diaper was taped up and secured, I couldn’t have closed my legs if I had wanted to. Thankfully the smell had diminished but unfortunately I still felt the mess. The new diapers had only pushed it closer to me, pressing the obscenely dirty sagging diaper closer to my skin, probably guaranteeing a very bad case of diaper rash sometime in my near future! I then recoiled in further horror when I saw Caroline pull out my baby print locking plastic panties! No!

	 

	“Lift up those legs baby boy! It’s pretty unmistakable that you’re wearing diapers now! You look totally ridiculous!” It was true. I looked like I had a massive diaper on now. Just like an infant. Caroline pulled up my legs, much to my feeble protests, and on came the plastic pants. I shuddered and gulped deeply, trying to turn away from her gloating smile, as I felt the waistband pull tight and heard the familiar sound of the lock clicking into place. I wasn’t getting out of these tonight. Small tears rolled down my cheeks as I heard laughter in the background from the phone. That man’s voice laughing louder than Steph. Great.

	 

	I heard Steph’s voice. “All ready for night nights baby boy? Looks like Caroline really took care of you tonight huh baby? Feel more comfortable now that you’re all changed?” They all laughed. Ya sure, if you call feeling a squishy, poopy diaper held tight to you by two other tightly taped diapers and being locked into plastic pants comfortable! But this was my life now.

	 

	I said goodnight to mommy and her new friend, a deep tiredness but also strange contentedness settling over me. Yes, somehow at this point, the humiliation turned to deep tiredness and strange contentedness. I couldn’t fight it any more tonight. It was way past my bedtime. It must have been close to 9 o’clock! Caroline helped me out of my bib and into my footy pj’s and then brushed my teeth for me. Thankfully the toothpaste washed out the horrible flavor leftover from her dirty feet!

	 

	I yawned as Caroline tucked me into my crib. I was beyond exhausted and any further humiliations couldn’t top what I’d already been through tonight. I can’t say I was comfortable. Far from it. Sleeping in a poopy diaper isn’t exactly my idea of fun. And I could still smell that slight stink of my dirty diaper. I was at least grateful that the other diapers and the clean plastic panties covered up some of the smell. But I knew that I was in for a serious case of diaper rash sometime soon. I hadn’t had much diaper rash in the past but knew this time would be different. And I knew tomorrow held more humiliations for me. Steph wouldn’t be home til Sunday. A whole other day, night and day with Caroline. Oh boy. But I was used to this by now. I was a diaper sissy. A stinky poopy pants diaper sissy. I looked up at Caroline, grinning her wicked grin as she locked the top cage bars of my crib. I looked at my locking mittens which she had just attached to my hands and wrists. I sucked on my pacifier which had been secured to my head once again after my teeth brushing. I peed myself once more, my inner-most layer of diapers well beyond soaked. And I smiled to myself, happy in my nappy, actually glad I’d had my squirties tonight, even with the discomfort of the dirty diapers. I turned over as Caroline turned out the light, holding my teddy bear through my mittens. I dreamed of the new day and new humiliations to come.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Author’s End Note:

	 

	As I’ve said before, my tales are just meant to entertain and bring a bit of sexual excitement, albeit in a fetishistic and slightly masochistic sort of way. They are total fantasy. I recognize they aren’t for everyone. Sexuality is expressed worldwide in an infinite variety of ways. Humiliation can be a fun and sexually exciting way for certain people to let off steam and take a break from their ordinary lives, letting go of control and the need to be in charge. I would encourage all readers to enjoy these tales in the same way that one would also sometimes enjoy escaping into tales of heroes and strong men and women. Just because we escape sometimes in the other way, into tales of weakness, humiliation, and submission, does not make us any less a human being. Recognizing that these fantasies are just part of who we are and that they don’t define us in an ultimate way is important I think. We are all beings of light. We all have immense self worth. I hope you all remember that and know that even with an intense fetish life, we are all wonderful human beings. May you all be happy.

	 

	Madeline

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Stay tuned for the continuation of Book 4, coming very soon:

	 

	 

	 

	My New Life in Diapers – Book 5 – Baby’s Picture Day with the Babysitter!

	 

	 

	 

	Will Petey finally get his diapers changed? Or will he have to continue to wear them?

	 

	Caroline takes Petey to get professional studio portraits taken, as a sissy baby!

	 

	Deep humiliation ensues.

	 

	And who will Caroline bring home to sleep with on Saturday night?

	 

	Petey’s diaper humiliation with Caroline only deepens on Saturday and Sunday!
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